SOME    OF    OUR   PATIENTS
" Do you think my father's scoundrel enough to take the
Mission's money? " I said.
" Your father's not a fool/' was the rejoinder.
I saw at once that it was no use talking any longer. If I
had persuaded him of my father's honesty, he would only
have thought him a fool, and respected him less for not
making better use of his opportunities for embezzlement.
This is a striking instance of the difference in mind between
East and West.
There is a similar story about an Indian catechist who was
sacked by a Mission for financial delinquencies. He went
to live in a small village some distance away. Years later,
a missionary went along to that village, and was preaching
one day about Christ, telling the folk some of the stories of
Jesus and His kindness to people, and so on. One of the
villagers stopped him. " It's all right/* he said, " you
needn't trouble to go on with that story. We know that
Jesus. He lives in this village." Inquiries were made,
and the man they thought was Jesus was produced.
Imagine the missionary's astonishment when he found
himself face to face with the catechist whom he had dis-
missed years before for cheating. In spite of his loose
conduct of money matters, the catechist had been living
such an unselfish, godly, and devoted life in that village
that he had interpreted Christ to the villagers in a very real
way, and had probably done more practical good than the
missionary who had sacked him.
We seem to have digressed from the hospital, so we had
better go back there again.
An elderly widow once came in for treatment, with an
incurable disease which caused her so much pain that she
had been unable to sleep for three weeks. Poor woman—
she looked ghastly. I have seldom seen such a miserable,
tired expression of continued anguish in anybody's face.
She was very well-off, and promised us a tremendous fee if
we could relieve her pain. We did an operation under a
spinal anaesthetic, which relieved her so much that she slept
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